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To the Publiſher. 
1 


X Slim a true Lover of the Muſes, and am ſomewhat diſturb'd at the 

little Animofities I have lately diſcover'd among them, in ſome of 
your Weekly Papers, could wiſh with all my Heart to put an End to them: 
And as the whole Diſpure is a mere Fable, I would adviſe each Opponent 
to turn his Wit againſt our Enemies, rather than our ſelves: The Field is 
large enough. For this Purpoſe, I now endeavour to give a Turn to the 
- pony and you may, if you pleaſe, amuſe the Publick with the following 

etter. 


5 Britannicus. 
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AF LETTER, &c 


O thee, my Friend, though now perhaps diſgrac'd, 
For ill- judg d Conduct, or for Bribes miſplac'd; 


To thee I write the Anguiſh of my Heart, 


And, undiſguis'd, my Soul- felt Griefs impart: 


While here immur'd, what Joys to me appear, 
When, ev'ry Day, freſh Loſſes grate my Ear & 


I: doom'd, for ever, in theſe Walls to dwell, 


While TER NON's Glory ev'ry Tongue can tell; 


I: thus confin'd, ſhut up from ev'ry Hope, 


What elſe remains, but ev'ry Wretch a Rope! 


To me, my Fortune and my Honour croſs; 
All View of Glory's but an empty Boaſt; 

My ſhining Hopes, that in the Galeons lay, 
Now moulder, ruſt, and rot my Soul away: 
Where's now the Profits, counted o'er and oer? 
Alas! —— the Principal itſelt's no more! 

Curſe on the Pride, and boaſted Pow'r of Kings, 
That ſure Oppreſſion on the Subject brings! 
Cuiſe a the Luſt of Miniſterial Sway, 
Unbounded Bribes, and Blunders ev'ry Day! 


Botehings that ſtill elude the Patriots Cares, 


And hurry Kingdoms into endlels Wars! 
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O GERAL DI NO hadſt thou been more ſure 


' Of Britain's Councils. I had been ſecure : 
But thank my Stars, I ſuffer not alone ; 


Thou, and Ten thouſand, are alike undone, 


To thee, my much lov'd Friend, without Controul, 
I ſpeak —— but ſpeak in Bitterneſs of Soul! 
- Sect thou how BRITAIN (let not BRITAIN . 
Triumphant takes Revenge, and how we {ear ; 
Like Tim'rous Herds, we keep. within our Walls, 


Though Shame rebukes, and Sacred Honour calls. 


BRITONS, when rous'd, have Glory in their Heads; 
Puff d wich their EDV AR D's, and their HARRY's Deeds; 
| Eich bold Enthuſiaſt future Fame delcries, 
And CHURCHIL I's Conqueſts ſwim before their Eyes : 
T hele bloody Dogs take dire Delight in War, 
While we, true Saints, are ever leſt in Pray. 
VERNON, their Chief, Succeſs'ul in his Schemes; 
Loſes no Time, while we're diſſolv'd in Dieams: 
Secure, he puſhes on from Coaſt to Coaſt, 
And ch ! my Friend, our PORTOBEL is loft ! 
Slameleſs they Seize our Royal Maſter's Spoils, 


Aud CHAGRA's Stores reward the Seaman's Toils, © 


Blood! 
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| Blood ! Fire! and Futy ! where was all my Care? 
Theſe had been Safe, had I, myſelf, been there : 
But let them ravage on, from Danger free, 


Succeſsful ſtill—— while unchaſtis'd by me; 


The Time will come, — But mark how VER NON's Art 


With ſubtle Shew of Mercy, gains each Heart ; 
With wond'rous Cunning leaves the Subject free, 
And touches nothing but the Royal Fee; 

All undefil'd, amidſt the Battle's Heat, 

Matrons and Virgins, found a ſafe Retreat ; 
Secure each Temple's Sacred Dome remains, 


And no unhallow'd Touch the Altar ſtains, 


Theſe ſhew like Virtnes in a high Degree; 
Yet are but pretty Tiicks he learn'd from me: 
2— 0s e the Virtue, if a Man that's Old 
Forbears the Virgin, and ſecures rhe Gold ? 


Yet I muſt ſpeak : —— Truth quivers at my Tongue, 


And Conſcience whiſpers Truth be ever ſung ! 


Fearful I ſpeak it, though to thee alone: 


Not only Thou, and I, but 5 P AIN's undoene “! 


Too well I fee, what Heav'n decreed before, 
Our Searchings, and our Plunders, are no more: 
In vain for us, a hopeleſs War to wage, 


Oppos d to Hearts replete wich honeſt Rage! 
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Wich honeſt Rage each irjur'd Boſom glows, 


And 5 PAIN is taught to Weep for BRITAIN's Woes, 


What then re mains? —= Nothing but Aid from France: | 
FLEUKkY loves Pe..ce, and eyes the War a:kance, 


It thus negle ed by each neighb'ring Pow'r, 


How ſhall we long eſcipe the Fatal Hou: ? 


It thus —— what ſerves our all endearing Bribes, 
Corrupting Councils, and debauching Tribes? 
Reducing ſtubborn Patriots to our Lure, 

And breeding J ESUVTô their Souls to cure? 
Deceit why given, our Miracles to tell? 


/ 
Or why to thee the Treachery of Hell? 


For this have all our Councils been diſguis'd? 
All Truth abandon'd, Honour facrific'd ? 
Was it for this K EE NE and his Collegue ſwore? 
Confirm'd theſe Meaſures, and a Thouſand more? 
Did not their Senate vote with open Eyes, 
Yet now deſert us, drove by Vulg ir Crie.? 
O Councils ! Evil for our Turn in vain! 
Never CONVENTION let us truſt again; 
Hence may King's Counſellors True Honour love 


— — — 


And ev ry Miniſter a Patriot provel 
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And muſt, ah! muſt, my Honour and my Flag, 
Now overpow'r'd, ſubmit to VERNO N's Rag! 
Our Superſtition ſhall plain Faith deride ? 
And Engl;fh Virtue conquer Spaniſh Pride? 
Forbid it Heav'n! - yet Heav'n "decrees it ſo, 


And gives to SPAIN chis dire avenging Blow. 


Farewell my Friend: — yet hear this bitter Song, 
And heed the Truths of my Prophetic Tongue. 
Long ſhall they rule the Tyrants of the Main, 

And never Glory turn to us again. 
Alas! I weep for theſe devoted Walls, 

For theſe muſt yeild, whene'er the Victor calls: 
O] let me dye before that Day ſhall come, 


Or then, beneath the Ruins be my Tomb! 


From Place to Place I ſee they ravage on; 
And rule, at length, our K ngdoms as their own: 
Ott ſhall they triumph in divided Spoils; 

And fertile CUB A laſt ſhall crown their Toils. 


In vain for us the Torrent to oppoſe, 
For Fate and Vengeance animate our Foes; 
Vet ſtubborn We, ſhall never ſue for Peace, 


Till, weary d out, we beg it on our Knee: 


— 
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So have I ſeen dread Hurricanes deſcend; 
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And roaring Earthquakes to the Center rend; 
Seen Nature groan, and Inundations ſweep 
Men, Wealth, and Habitations to the deep: 
The dreadful Torrent liſtens to no Pray'r, 
And ev'ry Element derides our Care ; 

Deep in Deſpair, with Dangers overpreſt, 


We fearful wait, till Nature links to reſt, 
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